B Aulrew utter the warcry of his race,
which he had feared would flever pass
his line again,  HI8 prayer had been
heard, and be was to die as he had
desired. y

“Down with him; seize the princess!™
sald o volee, 1t was that of Georglos,
fmo donger humble with o merchint'a
obsequions  whine, but speaking I
tones of colgd comwm nd and In Arcule,

For a mowment the s arthy mob hung
back, as well they might In face of that
glittering swovG,  led W aoeny of
“SBalabel-din! Salabed-din! on they
surged, with ﬂxl!hlll“ SDCR . 1t sl
Iters, The overthrov | ‘140N
front of them, and one leaped upon Ity
edge, but as he leaped the old knight,
all his years and sickness forgotten
Row, sprang forward and struck down-
ward' 80 hewsy w0 Loy that o die
darkling mouth of the passige the
sparks streamed out and where the
Saracen's head bud Leen uppenred his
heels, Back Lir Andrew stepped again
to win space for his sword pliy., while
round the ends of the table broke tvo
flérce faced men, At one of them Rosa
mund shot with her bow, and tue ur-
row plerced his thigh, but ns he fell he
gtruck with his keen scim.tes and shoce
the end off the how, so that It was use-
less, The second man caught his fuot
in the bar of the ocak chaly, which ho
did not see, and went down prone,
while 8ir Andrew, taking no beed of
him, rushed with a shout at the crowd
who followed and, eatching thelr blows
upon his shield, rained down others so
desperate that, being hampered by
thelr very number, they gave before
bim and staggered back nloug the pus.
sage, .

“Guard your right, tather!” eried Ito:
amund, He sprang round to see the
Saracen who had fallen on hls feet
agaln. At him he went, nor did the
man walt the onset, but turned to fly,
only to fiud his death, for the great
sword caught him between neck and
shoulders, Now a volce eried:

“We make poor sport with this old
| llon, and lose men, IKeep clear of his
claws and whelm him with spear
| casts.” .

But Rosamund, who understood thelr
| tongue, sprang In front of him and an-
gwered in Arable:

“Aye, through my breast, and go tell
that tale to Saladin!"

Then, clear amd calm, was heard the
command of Georglos. “He whoharms
a halr of the princess dles, Take them
both living If you may, but lay ne
hand on her. Stay, let us talk.”

Rosamund touched her father and
polnted to the man who lay upon the
floor with an arrow through his thigh,
He was struggling to his knee, ralsing
the heavy scimiter in his hand. S8ir
Andrew lifted his sword as a husband-
man lifts a stick to kill a rat, then let it
fall agaln, saying:

“I fight not with the wounded, Drop
that steel and get you back to your own
‘olk.” P

The fellow obeyed him—yes, and even
touched the floor with his forchead in
salaam as he crawled away, for he
knew that he had been glven‘his life
and that the deed was noble toward
him who had planned a coward's
stroke. Then Georglos stepped for-
ward, no longer the same Georglos who
had sold polsoned wine and eastern
brolderies, but a proud looking, bigh
browed Saracen clad in the mail which
he wore beneath his merchant's robe,
and In place of the crucifix wewring on
his breast a great star shaped jewel
the emblem of his house and rank.

SSir Andrew,” he sald, “bearken to
me, I pray you, Noble was that act,”
and be pointed to the wounded man
belng dragged away by his fellows,

“and noble bas been your defense, well
¢ chalrs and stools ou elther side, Worthy of your lineage and your knight-
t men might stumble on them.

il _ a tale that my master,” and
bere 18 & bow,” he sald, “and you he the word, “wiil
use It as 1 have taught you. Get v If It ple ~Allah that we
ae side and out of reach of the returw to him in ty. Also you will
o sweeps and shoot past me as think that I have played a knave's trick
Y rush, It miay stay one of them, Upon you, overcoming the might of
that Godwin and Wulf were here, those gallant knights, Sir Godwin and

I we would stil) teach these Paynim Sir Wulf, not with sword blows, but
B4 lesson!” | with drugged wine, and treating all
Bosamund looked round, Against the Your servants in like tashion, since not
il stood @ 1ittle desk, at which God- | 9ne of them can shake «ff Its fumes
was wont to write, and on It lay before tomorrow's light.' Bo, Indeed,
% and parchment. She aelzed them it 1s a very scurvy trick, which 1 shall
1'as the door gave glowly Inward remember with shame to my life's end.
! w]ed: § 3

| Yet bethink you how we stand, and for-

Pollow me to Saladin. In that hope I We are but a little company
on. i ROBAMUND.

Then as the stout door at length

ed In Rogamund turned what

1 Written faeoqom’“ &n

"k and, sefyffig the Bow, Sot an ar- Swor

" 10 Its string. Now It was down, , but those of the twin brethren

/¢ 00 rushed the mob up the six feet a the water?"
: /" broke In 8ir Andrew
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ipe! It is nectar!” sald Wuit.
o put In the chaplain Matthew,
am might bave drunk this In the
en,”” while from the lower table
o jovial shouts of pralse of this
oth, creamlike vintage.
rtalnly that wine was both rich
gtrong. Thus, after hig sup of it
I, as It were, geemed to fall on the
4 of Sir Andrew and to cover it
It ifted again, and, lo. his brain
tull of memories and foresights,
o passed, and he grew suddenly
id, Yet what had he to fear that
t7 The gates across the mont
locked and guarded, Trusty men,
ore or more of them, ate in his out-
dings within those gates, while oth-
atlll more trusted, sat In hls hall,
on his right hand and on his left
s those two strong and  vallant
hts, Sir Godwin and Sir ‘Wulf,
denly he heard a‘volee speak. It
Rosnmund’s, and she sald:
Why s there such sllence, father?
hile ago T heard the servants and
dsmen carousing In the barn; now
e are stlll as death.  Oh, and look!
all here drunken? Godwin"—
ut as she spoke Godwin's head fell
ward on the board, while Wulf rose,
drew his sword, then threw his
h about the neck of the priest and
k with him to the ground. As It
with these so It seemed with all,
folk rocked to and fro, then sank
sleep, every one of them save the
hant Georglos, who rose to eall
her toast, i
gtranger,” sald Bir Andrew In a
y volce, “your wine I8 very strong.”
It would seem so, Sir Knight,"” he
ered, “but T will wake them from |
r wassail,” Drawing a silver whis-
from his robe he blew It long and |
I “What,” he laughed, “do they
| sleep? Why, then, T must give
m,a toast that will rouse them all,"
d selzfng a horn mug he waved It
il shouted:
Arouse you, ye drunkards, and drink
the Lady Rose of the Warld, princess
Baalbec and nlece of my royal mas-
, Yusuf Salah-ed-din, who sends me
lead her to him!” !
§ the words passed his lips there
¢ a sound of runnilng feet, and
ough the open door at the far end of
hall burst In a score or over of
med men. Then at last 8ir Andrew
and understood. |
With a roar of rage like that of a
bunded lion he selzed his daughter
d dragged her back with him down
t passage Into the solar, where a fire
ned and lights had been lit
thelr retiring, filnging to and bolf-
the door behind them. i
Swift!” he sald, as he tore his gown
bm him, “There 18 no escape, but at
I can die fightiug for you. Glve
e my mafl,” A
Ale snatched his hauberk from the
I, and while they thundered at the
or did It on to bim—aye, and his steel
m also and gave him his long aword
d his shield,
Vow,” he sald, “hélp me.” And they
rust the oak table forward and over-
It o front of the door, throwing

a8 It were, In a den of llons, who, If
they saw us, would slay us without
o mercy. That, indeed, is a small thing.

! ken tithe, and not only

contemptuously. “Iudeed, that deed
was worthy of you—twenty or more
men agalust two,” i o
. Qeorglos held up his band,
“Judge us not harshly,” he
speaking slowly, who for his own
wished to galn time, “you who
read- the letter of our lord. The :
. tailed, for neither you nor the
cess”—-and he bowed to :
“eould be bought. More, the
country was awakened; you were su
with armed men; the knightly
‘breth kept watch apnd ward over
| you. Therefore, because I must I, who
am a prince and an emir, became &

#aid,

i 10 all her fegtal
“Tleld you” eple
“aswer the bowst
! BrTow ' sped ho
: “ﬂl the w:

! .

for what are our lives, of which your |

e A TR S v S S,

| your name o soig foi genérations; and
| mecept the love of Salah-ed-din, whose
word you have, the word that, as you
know well, eannot be broken, which 1.
the lord El-Hassan—for no meaner man
has been sent upon this errand ~plight
to you afresh, Yield you and save
your life and lve on in honor,

“For know, this deed must be done.
DId we return without the princess
Rose of the World we should dle, ev-
Iery one of us, and did we offer her
'harm or Ingylt, then more horribly than |
L.can tell you. 'This I8 no fancy of a '
great king that drives him on to the
| stealing of a woman, although she be .
of his own high blood. The volce of
God has spoken fo Salah-ed-din by the
mouth of his angel Bleep, Thrice has |
Allah spoken (n dreams, telling bim
who I8 merciful that through your
daughter and hee volleness alone can
countless llves be saved,  Therelore,
sooner than she should escape him, he
would lose oven the half of all his em- !
pire. Outwit us, defeat us now, ciap-
ture us, canse us to be tortured and
destroyed, and other messengers would
come to.do hig bidding--indeed, they
are already oun the way. Maoreover, it
I8 useless to shed more blood, seeing It
18 written in the books that this lady, |
Rose of the World, must return to the
enst, where she was begot, there to
fulfill her destiny and save the lives of
men, 8Iir Andrew, the time grows
ghort, and I must fulfill my mission.
Will you take the pence of Salah-ed-din |
or force his servants to take your life?" |

The old kxight listened, resting on his |
reddened sword; then he lifted his head
and spoke:

“1 am aged and near my death, Wine
Seller Georglos, or Prince E)-Hassan,
whichever you may be, In my youth I
swore to make no pact with Paynims,
and in my eld T will not break that
vow."

“Then, princess,” answered El-Has-
gan, “bear me witness throughout the
east that 1 am Innocent of your fa-
ther's blood, On his own head be It,
and on yours,” and for the second time
he blew upon his whistle,

| remalned alone stogether,

*  CHAPTER VIL
HERE was 2 crash among the
wooden shutters of the win-

dow behind them, and down

Into the room leaped a long,

lithe figure, holdlng an ax aloft. Be-
fore Sir Andrew could turn to see
whgnce the gound came that ax dealt
him a fearful blow between the shoul-
ders which, although the ringed mafl
remalned unstbrn, shattered his spine
beneath, Dosvn he fell, rolled on to his
back and lay shere, still able to speak
and without pain, but helpless as a
child, for he wan paralyzed, and never-
more would move hand or foot or head.,

In the silence that followed he spoke
in a heavy volce, letting his eyes rest
upon the man who had struck him
down.

“A knightly blow, truly; one worthy
of a Christlan born who does murder
for Paynim pay! Traitor to God and
man, who have eaten my bread aund
now slaughter me llke an ox on my
hearthstone, may your own end be
oven worse, and at the hands of those
you serve.”

The palmer Nicholas, for it was he,
ulthough he no longer wore the palm-
er's robe, slunk awgy muttering and
was lost among the crowd In the pas-
sage. Then, with a sudden and a bitter
ery, Rosamund swooped forward, as a
bird swoops, snatched up the aword her
sire would never lift again and, setting
its hilt upon the floor, cast herself for-
ward, but Its point never touched her
bgeast, for the emir sprang swiftly and
struck the steel aslde; then, as she fell,

‘aloft a red and naked sword,

eaught her in his arms.
“Lady,” be said, loosing her very
tly, “Allah does not need you yet.
have told you that It is not fated.
Now will you pass me your word, for,
being of the blood of Balah-ed-din and
Y Arcy, you, too, cannot lle, that nel-
ther now nor afterward yon will at-
tempt to harm yourself? If not, I must
bind you, which I am loath to do. Tt Is
a sacrilege to which T pray you will
not.force me."”

“pPromise, Rosamund,” sdid the bol-
low volce of her father, “and go to ful-
il your fate. Self murder is a crime,
and the man is right, It I8 decreed. ]
bid you promise.”

i “l obey and promise,” sald Rosa-
' mund. “It is your hour, my lord Has-

san.”

He bowed deeply and answered:

“1 am satisfied and henceforth we are
| your servants, Princess, the night alr
'is bitter. You cannot travel thus. In

which chamber are your garments?”’

|  Bhe poluted with her finger. A man

' took n taper and, accompanied by two
| others, entered the place to refurn pres-
ently with thelr arms full of all the ap-
parel they could find,

“Princess,” said Hassan, bowing,
“my master, your uncle, sent you cer-
tain jewels of no mean valve. Is it your

! wish that they should accompany you?”

 Without lifting her eyes from her dy-
ing father’s face Rosamund answered
heavily: )

“Where they are, there let them bide.
What have I to do with jewels?"

“Your will 18 my law,” he sald, “and |

all I8 ready. Weé walt your pleasure.”
“My pleasure? O God, my plou-i

others will be found for you. Princess, t

ure?’ exciaimed Rosamund in the same

M Apstagien, SIS 1) Mo T | 9..401 pata,scroen bis forsbend..

who lay before her on e ground, ™

“I eannot help It," sald Hassan, an-
swering the question In her eyes, and
there was grief In his tone. “He weould
not come: he brought it on himself,
though In truth I wish that sceursed
Frank had not struck so shrewdly, If
you ask it, we will bear him with you:
but, lady, It Is ldle to hide the truth.
He I8 sped. I bhave studied medicine.
and I know."”

'Nay,” sald SIr Andrew
floor, "“Leave me here,
must part gwhile,

from the
Daughter, we
As | stole his ehlld

| from Ayoub, so Ayoub’s son steals vy

child from me, Daughter, ¢ling to the
falth—that we may meet ugaln,”

“To the death,” she answered,

“Be comforted,” sald Hassan, "Has
not Salah-ed-din passed his word that,
except her own will or that of Allah
should change her heart, a cross wor-
shiper she may llve and dle? Lady,
for your own sake as well as ours let
this sad farewell be brief. Begone,
my servants, taking these dend and
wounded with you, There are things
It Is not fitting that common eyen
should gee.”

They obeyed, and the three of them
Then Roga-
mund knelt down beslde her father,
and they whispered into each other's
ears, It would seem that they found
sdme kind of hope and consolatlon, at

| least wheu tosamund kissed m for

the last time Sir Andrew smiled and
said:

“Yes, yes, It may all be for the best,
God will guard you, and his will be
done., But I forgot, Tell me, daugh
ter, which?"

Again she whispered Into his ear,
and when he had thought a momem
he answered:

“Maybe you are rvight, I think that
{8 wisest for all.  And wew on the
three of you—aye, and on your chil-
dren’s children’s children-—let my bless
ing rest, ad rest it shall.”

Then his eyes fixed themselves upon
his daughter's face with one long
gearching look and closed,

“1 think that he Is dead,” sald Has
san, “‘May God be merciful and com
passlonate, rest his soul!" And taking
a white garment from the wall he flung
it over him, adding, “Lady, come."

Thrice Rosamund looked at the
ghrouded figure on the floor, Once she
wrung dier hands and seemed abont to
fall, Then, ns though a thought struck
her, ghe lifted her father's sword from
where it Iay and, gathering her
strength, dretwv herself up and passed
like a queen down the blood stalned
passage and the steps of the solar. In
the hall beneath waited the baund of
Hasgsan, who bowed as she came-#
vislon of despalring loveliness that held
There
too, lay the drugged men fallen this
way and that and among them Wulf
across the table and Godwin on the
dals, Rosamund spoke.

“Are these dead or sleeping

“Have no fear,” answered IHassan
“By my hope of paradise they do bul
sleep and will awake ere morning,"

1 would leave a token to
knights,” she sald,

Then, while they -watched her with
wondering eyes, gne unfastened the

"'

my

A viston of despatring loveliness

gold cross and chain that hung upon
her bosom and, slipping the cross from
the chain, went to where Godwin lay
and pliced it on his breast. Next,
with a swift movement, she wound
the chain about the silver hilt of Sir
Andrew’s sword and, passing to Wulf,
with one strong thrust drove the point
between the oak boards of the table, so
that it stood before him. ’

Then taking the hand of Hassan, who
stood searching her white, inscrutable
face, with never a word or a back-
ward look, she swept down the length
of the long hall and out Into the night
beyond.

L L] L o L L .

Wulf was dreaming, dreaming that
he stood on his head upon a wooden
plank, as once be had seen a juggler
do. Then he awoke to hear a voice
shouting—the volce of Matthew, the
chaplain of Steeple church,

“Awake!” sald the volce. “In God's
name, I conjure you, awake!"

“What (s It?" he sajd, lifting his
head sleeplly and becoming consclous

By way of aggwer the howstring twanged.

“It i thaf death and the devil have
been here, 8ir Wulf.”

“Well, they are often near together,
But I thirst, Give me water.”

A serving woman, pallid, disheveled,
heavy eyed, who was stumbling to and
fro, lighting torches and tapers, for it
was still dark, brought it to him In a
leathern jack, from which he drank
deeply. "

“That is better,” he fald. Then his
eye fell upon the bloody sword set
polnt downward in the wood of the ta-
ble before him, and he ‘exclalmed:
“Mother of God, what ls that? My
uncle's sllver hilted sword, red with
blood, and Rosamund’s gold chain upon
the hilt! Priest, where I8 the Lady
Rosamund 7"

“(one,” answered the chaplain in a
volee that sounded llke a groan, “The
wgmen woke and found her gone, and
Sir Andrew lles dead or dying in the
solar, but now I have shriven him, and,
oh, we have all been drugged!"

Wulf sprang to his feet with an oath,

“Ah, I have it now! You mean the
Cyprian chapman Georgloa, he who
sold wine.”

“He who sold drugged wine,” echoed
the chaplain, and has stolen away the
Lady Rosamund."

Then Wulf seemed to go mad,

Presently he shouted In a volce of
thunder:

“Awnke, ye drunkards! Awake, and
learn what has chanced ‘to us! Your
Lady Rosamund has been raped away
while we were lost In sleep!”

At the sound of that great volce a
tall formn arose from the floor and
staggered toward him, holding a gold
cross in {ts hand.

“What awful wordd are those, my
brother 7' asked Godwin, who, pale and
dull eyed, rocked to and fro before
him. “Where {8 Rosamund 7

“Gone, gone, gone!" cried Wull,
“T'ell him, priest.”

8o the chaplain told binwall he knew,

" whus have we kept our oaths,” went

on Wulf. *“Obh, what can we do now
save dle for very shame? What sald
you of my uncle, prlest? Dead or only
dying? Nay, answer not, let us see.
Come, brother.”

Now together they ran or, rather,
reeled, torch In band, along the passage.
Before them beneath the white, shroud-
Ilke cloak lay Sir Andrew, the steel
helm on hlg head and his face beneath
it even whiter than the cloak. At the
gound of thelr footsteps he opened his
ayes,

“At length, at length,” he muttered.
“Oh, how many years have I walted
for you! Nay, be silent, for I do not
know how long my strength will last.
But listen—kneel down and lsten.”

fo they knelt on either slde of him,
and in quick, flerce words he told them
all,

“Take horse swiftly,” he gasped,
pausing now and again to rest, “and
rouse the countryside, There ls still
a chance. Nay, seven hours bave gone
by. There Is no chance, Thelr plans
were too well lald, By now they will
be at sea, So hear me, Go to P'ales-
tine, There is money for your faring
in my chest, but go alone, with no
company, for In time of peace these
would betray you, Godwin, draw off
this ring from wy finger, and with it as
a token find out Jebal, the black shelk
of the mountain tribe at Masyaf, on
Lebanon. Bid him remember the vow
he made to Andrew D'Arcy, the Eng-
lish knight. If any can ald you, it will
be Jebal' who hates the houses of Nur-
ed-din and of Ayoub. 8o, charge you,
Jet nothing—I say nothing—turn you
aslde from seeking him.”

For a moment the dying man was sl-
lent, until his face lit up as with a
great gladness, and he cried In a loud,
clear volce: “Beloved wife, I hear you!
0 God, T come!” B

Then, though his eyes stayed opeu
and the smile still rested on his face,
his jaw fell,

(To 1 & Continued)

The Yellow Fever Germ
Has recently heen discovered. I' hears
a close resemblance to the malaria e
To free the svatem from disease germs,
the most « fleétive remedy is Dr. King's
Now Life 1ills, Guaranteed to cure all
i rases floe to malaria poison and con
totien, 25¢ at Hd Greene's Drug
Store,




